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To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

Tit. Thefc words are Razors to my wounded hart. 
Sat. And therefore louely Tamora Quecne of Gothes, 
That like the (lately 7 hebe mong'ft her Nimpbs 
Doftouer-fhine the Gallant'ft Dames of R ome, 
If thou be pie afd with this my fodaine choy fe, 
Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emprefle of Rome. 
Speake Queetie of Goths doft thou applau'dmy choyfe? 
And heere I fwtare by all the RomaineGods, 
Sith Pricft and Holy-water are fo neere, 
And Tapers burne fo b ri ght, and cuery thing 
In readines for Hj/menem hand, 
I will not refalute the ftrects of Rome, 
Or clime my Pa!Iace,tilI fiom forth this place, 
I leade efpoufd my Bride along with me, 

Tamo. And heere in fight of heauento Rome I fwcare, 
If Saturnine &duzncc the Queen of Gothes, 
Shee will a Hand-maid be to his defircs, 
A louing Nurfe, a Mother tohis youth, 

Satur. Afcend Faire Qeene, 
Pantbcan Lords 3 accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his lonely Bide, 
Sent by the heauens for Prince Saturn t ne^ 
Whole wifedomc hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There fhall we Confummate our Spoufall rites, 

Exeunt omnes. 

Tit. Iam not bid to waite vpon this Bride; 
7* to; when wer't thou wont to walke alone, 
Difhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs ? 

Enter UWarcui and Titus Sonnes. 

Mar OTi^feelOfee what thou haft done! 
In a bad quarrell^flaine a Vcrtuous fonne. 

Tit- No foolifh Tribune,no : No fonne of mine, 
Nor thou, nor thefe Confedrates in the deed, 
That hath difhonoured all our Family, 
Vnworthy brother, and vnwortby Sonnes, 

Lua. B Jt let vs giue him buriail as b .comes : 
Giue xJMutius buriail with ourBretheren. 

Tit. Traytors away,he reft's not in this Tombcs 
Thks Monument fiuc hundreth j'eares h3th flood, 
Which I hauc Sumptuoufly re-edified : 
Heere none but SouIdiers,and Romes Seruitors, 
Repofe in Fame : None bafely flaine in braulcs. 
Bury him where you can,he comes not heere. 

Mar. My Lord this is impiety in you, 
My Nephew UMuttus deeds do plead tor him, 
He muft be buried with his brerheren. 

Tttns twoS onnes [peaces. 
And (hall>or him we wil I accompany. 

Ti. And (hall ! What villaine was it fpake that word ? 
Titus fonne ffeakes. 
He that would vouched ic in any place but heere. 
Tit. What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Mar, No Noble 7/^butintreat of thee, 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus^ Euen thou haft ftrokejvpon my Creft, 
And with thefe Boycs mine Honour thou haft wounded, 
My foes I doc repute you euery one. 
So trouble me no more>but get you gone. 
j.Sdnne. He is not himfelfcjet vs withdraw. 
Z.Sonne. Not I tell Afutins bones be buried, 

Tht "Brother avdtbe fonnes kneele. 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plca'd. 
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iSonne. Father,andin thatnamedbthr^^ 
Tit. Speake thou no more if all the reft «,;)]! ? P Cl1 
UUar. Renowned Titus more then halfe m! T Cdc ' 
Lhc. Deare Father ,foule and fubftanccof vf n lc ' 
Ulfar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to intcrre 
His Noble Nephew heere in vcrtues neft 
That died in Honour and L ohm it's caufe* 
Thou art a Romainc, be not barbarous : 
The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Aiax 
That flew himfelfe : And Laertes fonne, 
Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals ; 
Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy 
Be bar'd his entrance heere. 

Tit. K\(z Marcus, xtfc. 
The difmairft day is this that ere I faw, 
To be di ftionored by my Sonnes in Rome i 
Well ,bury him,anj[ bury me the next. 

TheffUi him in the Tombe. 
hue. There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thv 

Till wc with Tropheci do adome tnyTombe fl , 
They alikneele and fay. ' ^ 

No man flhed teares for Noble Muuus, 
Heliucs in Fame^that di'd in vertues caufe. 

Mau My Lord to (bp our of thefe fudderr du mD - 
How comes it that the fubtile Q^eene ofGothcs 
Is of a fodaine thus aduane'd in Rome ? ' 

Ti. I know not Marcus : but I know it is 
(Whether by dcuife or no) the heauens can tell 
Is Oat not then beholding to the man, 
That brought her for this high good turne fo farre? 
Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 

flouhjk. 

Enter the Emperor , Tamora, and her two fins, -with the 2%, 
at one door e. Enter at the other doore'BafstAnui^ 
Lauinia with others. 

Sat. So Bafsianusjyou hauc plaid your prize, 
God giue you ioy fir of your Gallant Bride. 

Bafs. And you of yours my Lord ; I fay nomorc ? 
Nor wifh nolefle^and fo I take my leaue. 

Sat. Tray tor,if Rome haue law,or we haue power, 
Thou and thy Faction fhall repent this Rape* 

'Bafs. Rape call you it my Lord,to ccafe my owne, 
My true betrothed Loue, and now my wife S 
But let the Iawes of Rome determine all, 
Meane whilel am poffeft of that is mine, 

Sat. *Tisgood fir : you are very fhorc with 
But if we liue,wcele be as fharpe with you, 

Bafs. My Lord,what I haue done as beft I may, 
Anfwere I muft, and fhall do with my life, 
Onely thus much 1 giue your Grace toknow, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This Noble Gentleman Lord Titus heere, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'dj 
That in the refcucof Lauinia, 
With his owne hand did flay his youngeft Son, 
In zeale to you,and highly mou'd to Wrath. 
To be controurd in that he frankly gauc : 
Receiue him then to fauour Saturnine 
That hath expre'ft himfelfe in all his deeds? 
A Father and a friend to thce,and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bafsianus leauc to plead rpy Deedi s 
Tis thou, and thofe, that haue difhonoured mc* 
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 
How I haue lou'd and Honoured Saturnine. 
Tarn. My worthy Lord if cuci Tamora, 
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£ heare me fpeake indifferently for all : 
\ *\ at my toe ( iweet ) pardon what is paft. 

Sat*. What Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
Xnd bafcly put it Vp without reuengc ? 

fam. Not fo my Lord, 
the Gods of Rome for-fend, 
Tfhouldbc Authour to diflionouryou. 
Lt on mine honour dare, I vndcrtake 
For good Lord Titus innocence in all : 
Whofe fey not diflembled fpeakes his gricfes : 
Then at my fute looke gracioufly on him, 
loofc not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, 
^or with fowrc lookes afflift his gentle hearc. 

Lord,bc rul'd by rae^c wonne at laft, 
piflenible all your griefes and difcontents^ 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Lcaft then the people, and Patricians too, 
ypon a iuft furuey take Titus pare, 
^nd fo fupplant vs for ingratitude^ 
\Vhich Rome reputes to be a hainous fin ne. 
Yccld at increats, and then let me alone i 
Hefinde a day to cnaflacrc them all, 
And race their fa<Sion,and their familie, 
fhccruellFathcr,and his trayt'rous fonnes, 
To whom 1 fucd for my deare fonnes life* 
And wake them know what 'tis to let a Queene* 
Knecle in the lireetes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come,coroe,fwcet Emperour,(comc Andronicui) 
Taksvp thi? good old man, and cheere the heart, 
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frownc, 

King. Rife Titus, x\k, 
My Empreffchath prcuail'd. 

Titus. IthankeyourMaieftie, 
And her my Lord. 
Thefe words,thefe lookes, 
Infufencwlifein me. 

Tamo. Titus,! am incorparate in RomCj, 
ARoman now adopted happily. 
And muft aduife the Emperour for his good , 
This day all quarrels die Andronicus. 
And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 
That I haucfcreconciPd your friends and you. 
For you Prince Bafsianus \ haue paft 
My word and promife to the Emperour, 
That you Will be more mildc and tra&able. 
And fearc not Lords s 
toiyoufjaumia, 

By my aduife all humbled on your knees 3 
You {hall aske pardon of his Maicftie, 

Son. We doc, 
And vow to heauen, and to his Highnes, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our fitters honour and our owne. 

Mar. That on mine honour heere I do proteft. 

King. Away and talkc not,troublc vs no more. 

Tamora. Nay,nay, 
Sweet Erqperour, we muft all be friends, 
The Tribune 2nd his Nephews knecle for grace, 
I will not be denied, fweet hai t looke back. 

Kim. Marcus, 
For [hy fake and thy brothers heere, 
And at my louely amor as intreats, 
I doe remit thefe young mens haynbus faults. 
Stand vp : Lauinia,\.hou°h you left me like a churlc, 
1 found a fricnd,and fure as death I fware, 
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I would not part a Batchellour from the Prieft. 
Come, if the Emperour s Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my gueft Lauinia^ and your friends : 
This day (hall be a Loue-day Tamora. 

Tit. To morrow and it plcafcyour Maieftie* 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with mc, 
With home and Hound, 
Weele giue your Grace Bon ieun 

Satuu Be it fo Titw 7 md Gramcrcy to 


Exeunt. 


JBusSecunda. 


Ilourift, 


Enter Aaron alone. 


Amu Now climbeth T amora Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of Fortunes fhot, and fits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flafa, 
Aduane'd about pale enuics thrcatning reach s 
As when the goldenSunne falutes the morne, 
And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his glittering Coach, 
And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills : 
So \Tamora ( 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And vercue ftoopes and trembles at her frowne. 
Then Aaron arme thy hart,and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in ttiumph long 
Haft prifoncr held, fettred in amorous chaines, 
And faftcr bound to Aarons charming eyes, 
Then is Promethesu ti'de to Cancafus. 
Away with flauifh weedcs,and idle thoughts, 
I will be bright and (bine in Pearle and.Gold^ 
To waite vpon this new made Emprefle. 
To waite faid I i To wanton with this Quecne^ 
This Goddeffe, this SemerimU, this Queene, 
This Syren 3 thac will charme Romes Saturnine, 
And fee his fhipwracke 3 and his Common wcales. 
Hollo, what ftorme is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Bemetritis brauing. 
Dem. Chiron thy yeres wants wit,thy wit wants edge 
And manners to incru'd where I am grae'd, 
And may for ought thou kno w'ft affe&cd be. , 
Chi. Demetrtos t t\iou doo'ft ouer-weene in all, 
And fo in this, to bcare me downc with braues, 
Tis not the difference of a yeerc or two 
Makes meleffe gracious,or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able,and as fir,as thou, 
To ferue,and to deferuemy Miflris grace, 
And that my fword vpon thee (hallapproue, 
And plead my pafiions for Lauinia 's loue. 

^r^.Clubs,clubs,thefe louers' witi not keep the peace. 

Dem. Why Boy,although our mother (vnaduifed) 
Gaue ^ou a daunfing Rapier by your fide, 
Arc you fo defperate growne to threat your friends ? 
Goc too : haue yoiir Lath glued within yourflieath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Meane while fir, with the little skilll haue* ' 
Full well fhalt thou perceiue how much I dare. 

Deme. I Boy,grow ye fo braue ^ They drove. 

Aron. Why how now Lords ? 
So nerc theEmpcrours Pallacc dare you draw, 

And^ 
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